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Condescension. He was a pompous little m^.n with
the reputation of being unsympathetic towards his
staff. His rotund, almost Junoesque wife smiled
demurely as the garland was placed with difficulty
around her neck by the Rao Saheb's diminutive
wife. ("Very good of you. Such glorious
blossoms !")
Then the Rao Saheb proceeded to hand the
large bouquet to Mrs. Collector -- and an extra-
ordinary thing happened. When the bouquet
was a couple of feet away from that gracious lady's
face, a large, bright paper snake suddenly uncoiled
itself and shot forward, striking the lady's nose.
Mrs. Collector shrieked loudly and, white with
amazement, the Rao Saheb gallantly gave her the
support of his arm. Consternation reigned. The
guests fairly buzzed with conversation. Some of
them considered it had been a deliberate attempt
against the British Raj. The Collector was un-
doubtedly the intended victim of terrorists. The
paper snake surely contained poisoner vitriol -
Everyone had his own opinion on the matter,
including our villain, Resurrection, who had gloated
over the incident from his place of concealment
amongst the hibiscus bushes.
As the excitement following upon this unorthodox
incident diminished, the most prominent guests
were introduced to the Collector, being led forth
by the Rao Saheb like sheep for inspection. The
Collector then seated himself ostentatiously in the
circle of honour, fhe Rao Saheb deferentially
offered him a cigarette from the silver-box he had